Magnificent 


Author: Shag 

Bands: Megadeth 

Characters: Chris Broderick, David Ellefson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Jun 22 2013 05:28:16 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Magnificent 


Author's Notes: 

Well, damn. I\'m back from exams, guys! This is something !\‘ve been working on for the past two weeks or so, 
during my study breaks. | thought Chris needed more love because he\'s just beautiful and delicious and | want 
to eat him, and this came out of it. It\'s a little long, but | hope you can enjoy! 


| don't think I've ever been happier than | was when | got that text from Shawn telling me to talk things over 

with Dave. Or when | walked back into the studio with Megadeth for the first time in 2010, and Dave stepped 

up to greet me. He embraced me and told me he was sorry, and | buried my face in his fluffy ginger hair and 
held him close. That was the moment when our friendship revived itself, and | knew everything would be okay 

in the future because the past was behind us. 


But then he stepped back and | saw you properly for the first time. And | was blown away. 


Shawn shook my hand and gave me a brohug, but | still couldn't rip my eyes away from you. Every word | was 
going to say just tumbled out of my mind. 


| mean, I'd seen you before in videos and things, and | think I'd met you once before in passing, but | was 
always preoccupied with other things or reflecting on my own misery. But this time, there was nothing to 
detract from how absolutely riveting you were to me. 


Sweeping cheekbones defined your face in a way that can only be described as elegant. Deep brown eyes 
sparkled with joy, the joy of being alive. The little goatee you had at the time distracted me from your full, 
supple lips. Your hair was wet, probably from a post-workout shower, knowing you, and it cascaded in 
unbrushed waves from your head. You stood up and approached me, and | was frozen as you embraced me 
and told me welcome back to the band. 


| stuttered my thanks, your heat melting me. You stepped back, just as | was regaining control of my faculties, 
and it was a graceful movement. My mind was still reeling. This stint in ‘Deth was going to be different. 


eR 


The first time | heard your laugh was a little later on that day, when Shawn made a dick joke. Dave snorted 
with laughter, being the immature kid he always was, Shawn stood there looking pleased with himself, | giggled 
and instantly covered my mouth and | was expecting you to roll your eyes or something. Instead, you tossed 
your hair over your shoulder and laughed, a full belly laugh, full of mischief. Your smile was infectious and 
your teeth just about blinded me with how white they were. | was starting to get the impression that you 


were just a bundle of happiness and long hair. 


But then you decided that you were hot and shrugged out of your hoodie, and | knew it was a hell of a lot 
more than that. Just my luck that you happened to favour stupidly tight shirts. | think you caught me staring, 
because you gave me an odd look, and | smiled my sunniest smile back at you, hoping you would think | was 
just happy to be back As a matter of fact, | was in complete awe at the set of arms that were now on 
display, and the pectoral muscles which your black shirt clung to. Your shoulders were broad and powerful, and 


your torso practically rippled when you moved. Please tell me | wasn't salivating. 


eR 


We grew steadily closer after that, being members of the same band and all. On tour in the bus, Dave always 
claimed that the top bunks made his back hurt, and Shawn had the other bottom bunk because he liked to 
stash all his stuff down the end. So you and | had the top bunks. The partitioning in the bus was a little dodgy, 
and usually it would slide a bit to one end if we went up or down a hill. There was one night, | remember, when 
we went up a rather steep hill and it slid so far down that | could see your entire blanket-covered torso, and 
therefore you could see me. Dave was below you, reading a book and Shawn was watching a movie below me. | 


had been trying to sleep, but now you were distracting me, and obviously | couldn't. 


You always got cold during the nights, probably because there was absolutely no fat on you anywhere at all 


On this particular occasion, you were snuggled up beneath about four blankets, but you were still shivering. 


‘Dude, | whispered across the aisle to you, and you twisted to face me, your hair all falling in your exquisite 


face. 
‘Yeah?! 
‘You need another blanket? 


| had one at the bottom of my bunk that | wasn't using. You nodded gratefully and | threw it across to you 
and was rewarded with one of your arms appearing to catch it and spread it out over yourself. You were no 


more than a lump buried beneath a mountain of wool, and this only made you more endearing. 


‘Thanks, David, you whispered, trying not to disturb Dave, who had now turned out his light and was 
attempting to sleep. | smiled to myself until | fell asleep, a warm feeling spreading throughout me. 


eR 


| began noticing things about you, just random litte things which you did and said. You seemed to live off 
coffee, which was good because | did too. We began making trips to Starbucks together, getting closer to each 
other with every trip. The fans on the forums had already deemed us best friends, never one without the 
other, which was becoming truer by the day. Dave was still my closest friend simply because of our history, 
but he was usually off doing management stuff as the band leader. Shawn was a great guy, really funny and 
cool to be around, but he simply didn't hold your allure. | was so grateful that you agreed to appear in my 
videos for the fans on my channel, and that you didn't mind appearing in stupid selfies with me, just messing 
around. You had this annoying little beanie hat thingy which you'd always wear, your hair pulled back into a 
ponytail and the beanie pulled down over your ears. You said it was to keep your head warm, but | think it was 
just because you liked to annoy me. | never told you why it annoyed me though. It was simply because it didn't 


allow me to see your whole face. 


| soon discovered that although your frame was powerful and your movements fluid, you were not overly co- 
ordinated. This became evident in incidences which were a huge source of entertainment to the other guys, and 
ridiculously ... adorable? to me. lm not sure if that's the right word, but that time when you fell over on your 
ass whilst sandboarding in Dubai just made my heart flutter at the same time my mouth laughed. And the 
time where you ripped through the Tornado of Souls solo like the devil himself and then repeated the same 
stunt. | rushed over as soon as | could, but you were fine. I'm not really sure how you managed to fall over, 


though. After the show you just said it was the epic brutality of the solo that knocked you off balance. 


$% 

It hit me like a kick in the balls the first time | realised | was in love with you. I'd always known that | liked you, 
more than a friend should, ever since that first day when | was totally struck dumb by your incredible 
attractiveness and the joy and energy which radiated from you, but when we all went home after the tour 
and you called me in the middle of the night just to talk about absolutely nothing, that's when it hit me. | loved 
you. | needed you. | wanted you, so badly. 


| told you I'd see you in the studio in a week, and you said you couldn't wait. 


eR 


That week was so slow. | didn't want to call you or make any other arrangements beforehand because | 


thought you might think | was clingy, so when the day finally came | went in at approximately eight AM. 


And you showed up ten minutes later, straight from the gym with your track pants and jumper on, your hair 


all wet, and your feet bare. 
‘David, you smiled warmly, and pulled me into a hug. 


‘Hey, man,' | said as | hugged you back, holding your cast-iron body close and feeling the life which pulsed 
through you. 


‘Why are you here so early? 
‘| don't know; | had to lie. Because | wanted to see you, dammit. ‘You? 


‘Got nothing better to do. May as well practice here for a while. But first things first; coffee 


| smiled, knowing you'd ask that sooner or later, and followed you into the kitchenette. My eyes unwillingly 
drifted down to your ass, and | felt myself blushing. 


eR 


We jammed for a while after that, although it was mostly me just pounding away and watching you fly 
through insane runs, sweep-picking up and down the fretboard and creating magic with your fingers on the 
strings. Such agile, quick fingers.. for the second time that day, | found myself thinking dirty thoughts about 
you, and blushed furiously again, hiding under my hair. 


After a bit, Dave and Shawn showed up to discuss plans for the new album. We were all pretty tired after 
months of extensive touring, so none of us were particularly enamoured with getting started all that soon. 
Then they went home, and it was just the two of us again. | was astounded at your ability to simply stand in 
one spot and practice the same runs over and over again until you had them perfect. If it was me, I'd have 
thrown my bass out the window after about the tenth try. However, watching you was quite enthralling, the 
little changes of your facial expression while you concentrated and the sunny grin you gave me when you 


nailed it. 


| thought back to when we played live, and how | loved to see you in those tight-thigh jeans of yours, with the 
wallet chain and the studs, and how effortless everything looked to you. | had frequently found myself envying 
Dave, because when the two of you would have a solo or something, you'd approach him, carefully position 
yourself at his side and slightly behind him, and then you'd both proceed to melt faces. | wondered what it 


would be like to have you right there, so close to me, so | could feel the heat radiating off you and smell your 


sweat in the air, in my proximity. 


eR 


Every time | saw you, my heart ached for you more. It was just the little things, like a knowing smile or a 
friendly wink, or a toss of your hair over your shoulder. It was just things like going out into a foreign city 
with you by my side in search of coffee, or playing hangman with you on a long plane flight, or that time when 
you'd done a hard gym session just before we flew out and fell asleep with your head on my shoulder. Shawn 
had teased me and Dave just smiled, but | know they could see straight through me. 


It eventually became painful for me to even be in the same room as you, because if you were present, | 
couldn't concentrate on anything except how badly | wanted you, needed you, loved you. And | thought that if | 
told you, you'd freak. You always seemed so upright. so set in your ways, your methods. Just like working out 
or practicing your guitar; your routines were set in place and | didn't think they'd ever change. 


But one day, they did. 


eR 


| was at home, attempting to sleep, and the phone rang. | swore to myself and | wasn't going to answer it, but 


then | thought that maybe it would have been you and so | forced myself out of bed and grabbed the phone. 


It wasn't you, it was Shawn, but he was bearing news that made my heart trip out and my brain short- 


circuit. 
‘Dude, get to my place now. Broderick's a mess, and it's all your fault: 
| didn't need to be told twice. 


eR 


| barged through the door, wearing the clothes that I'd found on my bedroom door, and into Shawn's living 
area, and the sight which met my eyes brought my heart into my mouth. 


You were sitting there, on the couch, with your head in your hands, and Shawn was rubbing your back and 


looking flustered. 
‘What the hell's going on? | demanded. 


At the sound of my voice, your head snapped up and | have never seen such clarity in anybody's eyes as was 
in yours that night. The amber depths spoke to me across the room of love, longing and deep, deep sorrow and 


| knew exactly why you were here. | couldn't believe it. 


‘David,' you said, your voice rasping. 
‘Ill let you two sort this out, said Shawn, exiting the room. 


eR 


The first time you kissed me was approximately half a second after the Shawn's feet crossed the boundary 


from carpet to wood. It was as unexpected as the call. 


You simply stood and swept over to me, covering an impossible distance with only two strides. You were so 


tall, and | felt tiny in your presence as you towered over me. 
‘What's the matter? | asked, knowing | didn't need to. 


You simply leant down and brushed your lips against mine, and | was instantly reeling, a thousand sensations 
sweeping through my body. Your breath was warm against my mouth, and pleasantly minty. The lightest touch 
of our lips made me weak, and your arms wrapped around my waist as you pulled me close and kissed me 


again. 


The lips that | had been fantasising about since | met you were just as magical as | had imagined them to be, 
and your tiny goatee brushed against my chin as your tongue brushed along the seam of my lips. Unthinkingly, 
| allowed you to slip it inside and | think | moaned as | tasted you for the first time. | tried to tell you how 
much | needed you through that kiss, how long I'd wanted you, how badly I'd fallen for you, and | think you 


understood because | got a similar message from you. | couldn't believe it. 


eR 


We left Shawn's place, hand in hand, and he smiled and waved as we got into my car and went back to my 
place. We slept together that night, only we really did just sleep together. You and I, in my bed, side by side, 


wearing old t-shirts, not touching or facing at each other. Just your presence was enough. 


You started shivering in the middle of the night, and | smiled to myself as | got you another blanket. | loved all 
your little quirks. | was tempted to curl up beside you and wrap my arms around you, but | decided it would 
be better just to let things happen as they happened. 


The next morning, you were gone and | was deeply upset. That is, until | found the note on the counter that 


said you'd just gone for a run. | smiled to myself and ran a hand through my hair. Fitness junkie. 


When you came back, you were wearing a tight tank top and running shorts with your hair in a ponytail, and | 
had to do a double-take to appreciate your thighs. You were truly built like a machine. | watched them as you 
walked past without a word and started raiding my kitchen for food, and | was fascinated with the movements 


of them. Tense, relax, tense, relax, tense, relax. 


eR 


It is a testament to how well we already knew each other that we didn't speak a word that morning. You knew 
that | wouldn't care if you ate all my food. | knew that you somehow must have run back to your place in 
tracksuit pants and then got your running gear, because that's just how you were. We both knew what our 
situation was with each other, though neither of us could put it in words. This was illustrated when we paused 
eating at the same time and fell into each other's arms, lips against lips doing the talking. You smelled like 
sweat and coffee. 


eR 


Over the next two or so weeks, we grew more comfortable with our relationship. Shawn smiled whenever he 
saw us together, and Dave was tolerant, although he still remained my best friend. You had transcended that 
level and become something more important, though | didn't have a word for it. | think he was struggling with 


his Christian view on gays, but making an exception for us. 


As for me and my own Christianity? | think that if God put a man as glorious as you into my life, He was 
trying to say something. 


We'd alternate houses each night; one at yours, then one at mine. Your house was a mess; guitars and musical 
stuff everywhere, and random weights and gym equipment scattered around, and a beautiful silver coffee 
machine on the counter. Your bedroom, however, was glorious; a giant king bed (| suspect this was because 
you were so tall) and a window with views out onto the bushland. Here, on the fourth night, | was brave 
enough to scoot over to you and lay a hand on your hip, prompting you to roll towards me and wrap your 


arms around me, holding me close. You didn't shiver that night, and | still couldn't believe it. 


eR 


We began talking more; about everything and nothing. | fell deeper and deeper in love with your with every 
word that fell from your lips, every elegant flutter of your fingers as you talked with your hands, every 


enthusiastic comment you made. 


We began to be more adventurous with each other, whilst still taking it almost painfully slowly. You would 
approach me with a glint in your eyes which meant you wanted something from me, and l'd slide over to you 
and we'd embrace, our lips finding each other's effortlessly and slickly moving together. We'd never been 


further than that, though, but | was starting to have fantasies in the dead of night. | knew it would have to be 


soon. 


We began to become inseparable. It was always David and Chris, Chris and David, the words blending into one 
another because never was one found without the other. Or in my case, without looking for you, you having 
strayed from my side, being distracted by something interesting. You were like that; always looking, searching, 
observing; taking everything in and the slightest things could fascinate you and hold your attention for hours. 


Like that time when we were walking home from the studio and there was a new building going up, and you 


stopped to examine every movement of the crane which was being used. You stared at it in childlike wonder 
whilst analysing the hydraulics and holding my hand. | laughed and rested my head on your shoulder, breathing 


in your musky, masculine scent and tickling my nose with your hair. 


RK 

The first time you told me you loved me, | had just woken up in your bed after a particularly pleasant, warm 
night in your arms. 

‘David,' you whispered, leaning over me as | lay on my side with you curled around me. Your lips brushed my 
ear and | smiled, adamant not to open my eyes. 

‘David' A gentle kiss on my temple. 

‘David' A tiny nip on my earlobe. 

‘David' The smallest of kitten licks against my neck. 

That one got me. 

‘Mm? | mumbled, smiling and batting your poking hand away. 

‘David, look at me: 

| rolled over to face you, your hair fanned out on the pillow and the soft morning light creating havok in your 
endless eyes. | couldn't help but bring my hand up to rest on your shoulder, on the material of the baggy 
shirt you always slept in. 


‘Yeah | whispered softly. 


You suddenly seemed to get shy. You averted your eyes and cleared your throat, and my hand moved up to 


the side of your leonine neck. 

‘What is it? | asked again. 

‘l, ah, well, | love you, you said simply. 

In that moment, my heart exploded. 

‘Did you really wake me up just to tell me that? 
A small nod. 


‘God, Chris, | love you so much: It just tumbled out, but it felt right. Not really the most eloquent way of 


expressing my feelings, but when you kissed me as hotly as you did after I'd said it, that was the last thing on 


my mi nd. 


When we finally pulled apart, we were both gasping and there was a hot throbbing going on in the depths of 
my stomach. Fires burned in the amber depths of your eyes. 


| knew things would move quickly from here on in. 

XE% 

They moved a hell of a lot quicker than | thought they would, 

XE% 

The first time | saw you laid bare before me was that evening. 

We'd spent the day in each other's company, jamming and doing other stuff. But then at around four thirty 
that afternoon, you told me to go home and shower, put on nice clothes and wait for you. | was confused at 
the prospect, but | did as you said, still basking in the light from the morning's admissions. 

| scrubbed myself all over at home, but still couldn't get rid of the glow that | felt from you. That's a good 
thing. | washed and conditioned my hair, and then towelled myself down and brushed it. It was lovely and soft, if 


| do say so myself. | debated whether or not to tie it back in a ponytail, but then | decided that | felt better 
with it out. 


And then the clothes. You said something nice. | didn't know what you had in mind, so | spent almost half an 
hour fretting over what to wear. | eventually settled on tight black jeans and a Diamond Head shirt that | 


forgot | owned. 


Then to wait. The longer you took to arrive, the more tense | became. What were you gonna do? Were we 


going out? Were we- 

The doorbell rang and | raced to answer it. 

‘Hey,’ you said, smiling shyly as | wrenched the door open and Jesus Christ, you looked good. Your hair was all 
wet and tumbling over your shoulders, you'd poured your legs into some insanely tight-thighed jeans which 
flared out slightly at the bottom, and your feet were in black leather boots. 

‘Hi, | smiled back, stepping out of the door and taking your proffered hand. ‘Where are we going? 


‘You'll see. Also, thank you for wearing jeans that tight. My day, if possible, just got ten times better: 


| blushed. 


You took me to a gorgeous little restaurant which | had never even heard of before. It was a cottage-type 
affair, all lit with funny candles and with loads of art all over the walls. The food was heavenly, and | knew we'd 
be back. We sat at a little table with squishy chairs and a floral tablecloth and we drank chardonnay and ate 
beautifully cooked steak. For dessert, we had a cheesecake and | licked away the little bit that had strayed 


from your lips and nobody cared. 


You took my hand as we left the place, and you, being the gentleman you are, paid for everything. We drove 
home in a comfortable silence, and | could hear the crickets as we walked slowly, hand-in-hand, up your 


driveway. 


‘Is so beautiful out here, | said. | couldn't help it; it was a clear, warmish night and the stars were twinkling 
almost happily, as if they were glad to be there. Your long driveway shone white in the bright moonlight. 


‘Not as beautiful as you,' you replied with your tongue in your cheek. 
| stopped and whirled around. 
‘Damn it, Broderick. Did you really just use that line on me?" 


You simply smirked at me and skipped away from my swatting hands. | laughed and continued to chase you 


until | had you backed up against the front door. 
‘| meant it, you said then, your voice low and husky and very serious. 
| searched your face and found that you did, and | think my eyes might have welled up. 


‘Nobody's ever told me that before. Thank you. | love you, | said to you softly, reaching up on my tiptoes and 
brushing my lips over yours. You responded immediately, circling your arm around my waist and pulling me to 
you, deepening the kiss. | gladly gave you entrance when you requested it, and our tongues danced as you 


struggled to get your keys out of your pocket. 


At last, you managed to fish them out and we tumbled inside, our kiss not breaking. We were breathing heavily 
and hands were roaming; necks, shoulders, stomachs. | slid mine under your shirt and it met the taut, hard 
flesh of your stomach and my whole being throbbed with a sudden burst of need. You shivered and tensed, 
your hands drifting down to my ass. At that moment, | knew things were going to happen tonight. 


We finally pulled apart, and | was shocked to see how wide your pupils were. Your lips were wet and red and 
hung slightly open as your hand found mine and led me into the depths of your house. | recognised this path 
even as | walked it with my eyes half-shut. 


My calves met the end of your bed and you gave me a gentle push, resulting in me lying on my back. You 


leant over me and | shuffled back a little and pulled you down on top of me, and we resumed our hungry 


kisses. | did not fail to notice the significant bulge in your pants, and | could feel my own body responding 
rather enthusiastically. 


Somehow we rolled over, resulting in you lying full-length on the bed and me straddling your hips. | couldn't 
help but shift a little, the friction sending heavenly sensations through me. 


‘David,' you murmured into my mouth before pulling away. ‘David, wait. Stop. 
| was very alarmed and pulled back, searching your face for any pain or discomfort. 
‘What's the matter? 


‘|, uh, these pants are too tight. They're hurting me, you said lowly. ‘| need to know what you want to do, so | 


can either leave it to you or take care of it myself: 

‘Oh, Chris. Why do you wear them then 

‘They're not exactly designed for getting horny in, you growled back, and | realised something. 
How big exactly were you? 

| gulped. 

‘Please, let me: 

With that, | reached down for your zipper, but then another thought hit me. 

‘Chris, | want to see you. All of you. Can you get naked for me? 

Your head snapped up and | saw a slight flash of fear in your eyes. 

'l, uh, um, I'm not sure you'd want to, uh, really? you stuttered. 

‘Why in hell would | not? Please, Chris. 

You began to mumble a little and | caught something along the lines of ‘self conscious’. 
‘| love you, all of you, and | want to see you. I'll strip too, if you like’ 

At this, you smiled slightly, your shyness coming back. 


‘Okay. But you have to surprise me. Go into the bathroom, get undressed, and then come back 


‘Whatever you say; | smiled, kissing your nose and withdrawing. Just another of your little quirks. 


| stripped off as fast as | possibly could, sighing silently as my cock was freed from its restraints. | resisted 


the urge to touch myself, hoping you'd help me with that. 


‘Come on out, | heard you say, and | emerged from the bathroom. I'd kept myself in reasonably decent shape, | 
thought, but then | saw you and every fibre in my body spontaneously combusted. 


You lay back on the bed, your hair fanned out on the pillow. To this day, | have no idea what you were so 
afraid about. Your body was so unbelievably perfect; my own Adoris lying naked in front of me. Long legs, even 
longer now that | was seeing them in the flesh, with defined, smooth muscles. | simply wanted to bite your 
calves. Your thighs were a whole different story, leading into a narrow waist with defined hips. | averted my 
eyes from your groin, saving the best till last. However, this was slightly tricky given the size of what lay 
there. Your stomach may as well have been carved from marble; each abdominal muscle smoothly imprinted in 
bronze flesh. Your pectorals were defined and adorned with tiny dark nipples, and your shoulders broad and 
strong. Your cock curved proudly up your abdomen, the head purple and weeping. No wonder your pants were 


hurting you. 

‘Oh my God, | breathed, and you screwed your eyes shut. 

| crossed the room and stood in front of you, my fingers lightly caressing your stomach. You quivered and 
opened your eyes, drinking me in. | know | wasn't the sexiest guy out there, but | thought | was okay. Not 


compared to you, though. You made me feel horrifyingly inadequate. 


‘You're so perfect,’ was all | could say, and you smiled. That wasn't the word | wanted to use, because it didn't 


seem good enough for you, but it was all | could think of through the cloud of want in my brain. 
‘Get down here, now: 

XE% 

| never figured out why you were so self conscious that night. You never were again. 

XE% 

The first time we made love was not long after. 


| tumbled down onto you, our bodies meeting skin-on-skin for the first time. You were warm and firm, ard | 


relished the sensation Our cocks rubbed and | jumped slightly, a small groan escaping your lips. 


‘Please, was all you said. | slid a hand between us, trailing my fingers over your shaft and you shivered, a 
rush of air meeting my shoulder as your breath left you with a hiss. | closed my hand around you, and your 
lips met my neck in a sucking kiss. Then | started to move it, and your eyes squeezed shut and your lips fell 


open. 
‘David: 


| think | loved pleasuring you more than you jerking me off, simply because of your reactions. Oh, and your 
cock in my hand. It was thick and veinous, the head weeping profusely by now. You squirmed and writhed, your 
muscles rippling as you moved. Small, sharp gasps would escape you every now and then, and when | flicked my 


thumb over your slit you let out a low groan that nearly made me come. 

My own cock was feeling rather neglected now and was getting somewhat painful, and | reached down for it, 
only to have my hand batted away by yours. | seized up as you closed your hand around my length, your 
steady hold bringing me undone. 

‘Chris, | whimpered, kissing you hard. 

‘Baby, you sighed back, your free arm draping itself over my hips and your hand absently playing with my ass. 
That's when it struck me that | wanted more, and | pushed myself up and stilled my hand. 

Your eyes opened and gave me a pained look, as if to ask me why I'd stopped. 


‘Will you take me?! 


You froze, but your eyes said yes. | could see it in the way they flickered to my face, to my cock, then to my 


face again and your tongue sneaked out to wet your lips. 
Please?" 

‘Are you sure? 

‘Never been surer. | trust you, Chris. | need you. Please: 
‘Gladly: 


From there, everything kind of passed in a blur of sound and sensation. You, wetting my fingertips in your 
mouth for me to prepare myself with. My fingers, slipping into my entrance and teasing myself while you 
watched and your hand moved steadily on your cock Your tongue, mingling with mine as | lay back and you 
knelt between my legs. Your soft, husky voice, asking me if | was sure. Then pain, unimaginable pain and the 
feeling of being breached by something as large as you were; your fingers tangled in mine and you told me to 
breathe. Then mind-blowing waves of pleasure as the tip of your cock brushed my prostate and | howled. Your 
hands, trailing up my thighs and hooking my legs around your waist. Smooth motion, your body flexing and 
straining as you unravelled. Low groans from your throat as you leaned down to kiss me. Pain fading into 
nothing. Pleasure building. So good, it was almost sacred. | was being taken by the single most beautiful being on 


the planet. You must have been an angel, | thought, as your hips snapped forward one more time and | 
screamed your name to the heavens, waking up the neighbours and God himself. | spasmed around you as | 


painted your chest with my come, and you reached climax with a yell. Our fingers were still intertwined. 


eR 


That night, you threw off the blanket: 


